"What would make you happy, my Gianna ?"
Her eyes, grave to wistfulness in that pallid oval face, were steadily
considering him* "Perhaps the answer to my question. I cannot'say
until I have it." And she repeated it. "Is there no rancour left in
you ? Is the past really buried ?"
His glance was steadyjunder her searching eyes. His mobile lips
smiled a little. "The past is.really buried," he assured her truthfully,
his choice having just made the assurance true.
He had his reward in an immediate recovery of serenity. It was as
if he had sloughed some dreadful chrysalis that had hitherto imprisoned
him. He became the unfettered lover once again, devout and ardent,
and in his recovery of happiness Gianna recovered her own, which
lately had been overcast. He spoke for the first time of the nuptials
that would await them when he returned from this expedition against
the Moslem. On this subject which hitherto he had seemed fearfully
to avoid he dilated now, mingling awe and reverence with his joyous
terms in such measure as to move her to an ecstasy.
Seeing them so gay together, the Lord Andrea sent them from the
distance a grave smile that was like a benediction, and raising his glass
of Rhenish he drank to them.
Later, much later, when the feast was done, the lights were ex-
tinguished and the guests had all departed, and Gianna was bidding
the Admiral good night, he leaned over her from his great height.
"Your eyes have a happy sparkle, Gianna. You are pleased with
me, I hope.**
Her voice trembled as she protested it.
He nodded his great head. "I am happy in your happiness. For
your Prospero is worthy of you. And that's high praise. Fil bring
him safely home to you, and with added laurels if I know him.**
XVIL   CHERCHELL
on the morrow the Emperor departed for Bologna, where he was to
receive at the Pope's hands the crown of Charlemagne, to which—
and not without some bribery—he had won election. Thereafter the
affairs of Germany would demand his presence.
On the next day the fleet sailed away for the coast of Barbary, in
a splendour of banners and a valedictory roar of guns, composing a
pomp better becoming a triumphant homing than a setting forth.
Leaving out of account the ancillary transport vessels, three
brlgantines and a half-dozen feluccas, the fleet consisted of thirty
galleys, all powerful and well-found. Fifteen of these were Doria's
contingent, twelve were of the Neapolitan squadron, including the
seven of Prosperous own property commanded by him from his capi-
tana, La Prosper^ and the remaining three were Spaniards under
Don Alvaro de Carbajal, a seaman held in high esteem by the Emperor.
Rrospero was a man uplifted and transfigured. His change of heart
had permitted him to make his peace with his own conscience as-well
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